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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took pity on poor old Cronwright-Schreiner, and 
encasing myself in stone-proof armour, smuggled him down to 
uiverpool, Found he wasn’t wanted there, however, and seeing 
my popularity in danger of waning, smuggled myself back again as 
soon as possible. Don’t know what became of Cronny, but suggest 
to him that, as there seems to be rather a slump in pro-Boer meet- 
ings, he might as well turn his attention to some other line of 
business. Took H.R.H. to look at the horses and ponies at the 
Agricultural Hall. We afterwards met the Princess, and went and 
had “a bito’ dinner’’at the Alexandra Trust Restaurant in the City 
Road. Dropped in quite unexpectedly, to the astonished delight of 
the regular customers, 

IN GOOD COMPANY. 


Well, strike me comical! Well, I’m blowed! 
Well, there!—but my langwidge fails! 
If I ain’t dined in the City Road 
Alonger the Prince er Wales! 
An’ the Princess, too—it’s straight, me lad— 
It ain’t no lie—not much! — 
They just set down like us an’ ’ad 
A fourpenny-’apenny touch ! 
Lord lovesyer, it makes your ‘art go queer, 
An’ yer voice gits ’usky an’ fails—- 
D’yer think I’m agoin’ to blub! No fear!— 
Gord bless the Prince er Wales! 
Later on escorted Her Most Gracious to the Windsor Barracks for 
an inspection of the 1st Grenadier Guards. Attended a meeting at 
the Italian Hospital in Queen’s Square, and dined with the 
Speaker. Dined also with the Association of Chambers of Commerce 
of the United Kingdom at the Hotel Metropole. 


Thursday.—Took a deputation of the L.C.C. to Mr. Ritchie to 
talk about the Port of London. They seemed to interest each other 
very much. Notice Leyds and White still chattering their funny 
little threats. These should be met with respectful sympathy. The 
wails of the moribund are entitled to every indulgence. Attended 
the Princess at the Drawing Room, and ran over to Paris in the 
evening to see the Divine Sarah in the Eaglet. 


Friday.—Went and had a last look (last day) at the polo ponies 
at the thoroughbred show at Islington. Got back quickly, though, 
to attend T.R.H. the Prince and Princess at the Mansion House to 
open the St. Patrick’s sale of the results of Irish Industries. 
Suddenly discovered that the Oxford and Cambridge boat race 
crews are practising on the tideway. Gave me quite a start. What 
With the war and its collaterals, I’d quite forgotten “‘ the imminence 
of the annual struggle for the Blue Ribband of the Thames "— 
to quote the “ classics.” 





| 
| 





OVERLOOKED, 
(For Music.) 
As I strolled along I met a friend 
And asked the latest news ; 
Says he, ‘‘ To Putney town I wend 
To watch the rival crews.”’ 
I gave a start—‘*‘ Why, bless my heart!” 
Says I, ‘“‘ that record caps! 
To tell the truth, my festive youth, 
I'd quite forgot the chaps!” 
Spent a delighttul and delighted afternoon among Mr. Hugh 
Thomson’s charming pen-and-ink-ings at the Continental Gallery. 
Attended the Earl and Countess of Cadogan’s full dress reception 
at Dublin Castle in the evening. The Duke and Duchess of 
Connaught were also there. 

Saturday.—Hurroo! St. Pathrick’s Day! A great day for 
Oireland. Everybody ‘‘ wearing of the green.”” When you couldn’t 
get shamrock you wore clover ; when you couldn’t get clover you 
took to water-cress or turnip tops, or a bit of green ribbon. We 
have green in our eye everywhere. 


GREEN AND BEAR IT. 
We see it here, we see it there, 
We see it up and down; 
We see it, truly, ev’rywhere 
In country and in town— 
It—face to face where’er we go— 
Insists on being seen, 
Which—I’m bound to say, you know— 
Is wearing of the green. 


However, enthusiasm moves mountains, secures thrones, under- 
mines sedition, and does a lot more useful ny a like that, so 
more power to its elbow, say I. Of course, they a lively time 
in Dublin. I stayed in England, however, and attended the 
Laundry Exhibition, studying flatirons and soap-suds until it was 
time to be off to the Sesame Club and hear a very funny lecture on 
child study in connection with the British Association of that ilk. 


Monday.—Snow. Slush. Stayed in all day. In the evening 
attended the 1,500th Popular Concert at St. James’s Hall. 


Tuesday.—Sir Richard Mowbray got in for Brixton. I got in for 
a violent cold in the head, and took no notice of anything else. 


It’s 8'N’EEZY FLOW! 
The weather with its sun and snow 
And lukewarm rain and freeze 
Has humbled your poor Sporrer so, 
It’s brought him to his sneeze. 
“ It’s influenza or catarrh,”’ 
They cheerfully explain— 
To me it seems much liker far 


To water on the brain. THe Srorrer. 




















Norice.—The Kditor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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THE GREAT MEAL. 


7 


begin my appetite is so great, no Power on 
‘retoria dish, with Kruger and Joubert as a 


“oT like ir cooking, Bob but when I 
earth can stop it. My mouth waters for that | 
bonne bouc! 


Budget Badinage. 
Tue Budget proposals, as usual we see, 
Make al! sorts of efforts to raise L.S. D. 
But each must allow that there’s naught in these new. 
Some opinions about them we'll briefly review. 
The total abstainer at once to the fore, 
Likes the sixpence on spirits, but wishes 'twere more. 
For, of course, to drink whiskey is sinful and wrong 
If taken with water, yet worse neat and strong. 
The shilling per gallon imposed upon beer 
(A fluid which makes many people feel queer) 
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The Coming Spring and 
the Coming Man. 


GUILELESS GUSH OF A GIDDY 
GIRTON GIRL. 


I, 


Ir’s O the Spring! the coming Spring! 

When birds on bough and birds on wing 

So sweetly tune each song they sing, 
That surely they must mean it, 

To tell indulgent Nature how 

They joy that brumal bleakness now 

Is banished from her beaming brow— 
VER VENIT! NUNC VER VENIT! 

It’s O the Spring! the coming Spring! 

Lo, every dead and living thing 

Looks bright because the winter King, 
Too long eotbroned, has seen it 

Expedient that he quit the earth; 

And Flora’s flower-babes come to birth, 

And lads and lasses laugh with mirth— 
VER VENIT! NUNC VER VENIT! 

It’s O the Spring! the coming Spring! 

Around my heart the fairies cling, 

And strum a strain on every string— 
A strain which (if I glean it 

Aright) is like as like can be 

To that which rises light and free 

From bird on bough, and bird on tree— 
VER VENIT! NUNC VER VENIT! 

II. 


It's O the Man! the coming Man! 
While winter on its wild way ran, 
My well-beloved was chillier than 
The breeze, when, cruel-keen, it 
Doth round us blow the northern snow. 
But “young men’s fancies turn,’’ you 
know, 
And with his fond heart all aglow 
Vir VENIT! NUNC VIR VENIT! 
It’s O the Man! the coming Man! 
What generous thoughts can Hiems ban! 
3ut, though my love has seemed like an 
Old miser, close and mean, it 
Will now be different far, I ween! 
To shed the bloom, and shower the sheen, 
Of fair rare gifts on his fair queen 
VIR VENIT! NUNC VIR VENIT! 
It’s O the Man! the coming Man! 
In Spring the little love-god Dan 
Of youthful pleasures leads the van— 
Mine own young eyes have seen it! 
And hark! I hear a footfall light, 
And (if my heart-throbs prompt me right) 
His suit to press, his troth to plight, 
VIR VENIT! NUNC VIR VENIT ! 


On what sum, in fact, the retailers will pounce ? 
While those who don’t smoke will approve of this rise, 
And speak of the Budget as ‘“‘ prudent and wise.” 
With no tax, we think, will so many agree 

As the twopence the Chancellor put upon tea. 
We come to the Income Tax, Chancellors’ sport, 
And thus from fixed incomes a shilling extort. 
Collected quite fair, all returns are correct, 

To this can no one in his senses object. 

The rest of the Budget we'll wisely pass o'er, 

It affects so few people. We'll say nothing more. 





Is a step taken rightly, of that there's no doubt, — " 
Approved by all the teetotallers about. 

The ‘moderate drinker" (a poor thing is he) 

(So often denounced at a temperance tea) 

Thinks the taxes just named won't much difference make, 
While the tippler, he thinks the whole thing a mistake, 
And wonders what extra’ll be charged on each glass 

When matters have reached so depressing a pass. 

Then next come cigars and tobacco, this tax 


Is not liked by smokers, they eloquent wa) 


Captain Reed and Corporal Nurse. 
(General Buller to-day presented the Victoria Crosses to Captain 
Reed and Corporal Nurse, making a short and suitable speech. The 
honours were gained in attempting to save the guns at Colenso on 
December 15th.— Vide Press. } 
You could safely lean on a Reed like this, 
For a strong and a brave Reed’s he, I wis: 
And Nurse, wh 
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Don’t Mix Your Maxims. 


(There is a Hudson (or Isaac) Maxim 
who, in English as well as American 
periodicals, has been credited with the 
fame which should, undoubtedly, belong 
to the inventor who has done so much 
to develop the art of war. The effect has 
been to create confusion, and Mr. Hiram 
Stevens Maxim (not unreasonably con- 
siders that all misconception should be 
cleared up. | 


THERE are maxims, and Maxims, and 
Maxim, 
But which is the right one to-day ? 
The man in the street if you ax him, 
Would scarcely know what to say. 


In maxims he does not deal greatly ; 
They’re not in his line that is true. 

On Maxims in battle quite lately, 
He’s learn’d and eloquent, too. 


But with Maxim himself, the inventor, 
He goes slightly wrong on the name; 
For the maker of modern tormenta 
Has namesakes to split up his fame. 
Don’t forgot it--the great man is Hira:n, 
Who gave his good name to the guns; 
And the soldiers who know how to fire ’em 
Are Britain’s most valiant sons. 


An Exception. 


[A C.IL.V. writes: ‘‘The clothes are 
shameful. Nearly every man has had 
to be refitted, and the material is 
awfully common.’’] 


THEY say ‘‘ the tailor makes the man,”’ 
But not in this case, as you’ll agree, 
For they’re as jit as any can 
Be, and wxcommon’s their bravery. 





THE War Cry—‘ Water!” A pity 
there isn't a Booth where our troops can 
obtain it. 


The Trend of Events. 


course.- -Star.] 


‘*T (Capetown) dream, by rock and heath and pine, 
Of Empire to the northward. Ay, one land 
From Lion’s Head to. Line.’’-—KIPLING. 


TIME was, when a glance 
At our papers askance 
Made us wince; for the Krugerite host— 
With its skill to rebuff 
And its slimness at bluff— 
Now and then got our Tommies “ on toast,” 
But the time of suspense and chagrin has an end ; 
And his soul the true Briton contents 
With the goodlier trend—the more fortunate trend— 
The felicitous trend of events! 


When the tale of success 
Came behind the distress 
Of some tale of reverse, it dispelled 
Our annoyance and grief 
With such sudden relief 
That in blissful hysterics we yelled. 
But our spirits no longer descend and ascend : 
With calm pleasure the nation assents 








In the glorious trend—the victorious trend— 
The unwavering trend of events! 


Masher.—** 





I shouldn't think for a moment the authorities would allow you, madam !”’ 


[London received the news of General French’s arrival in Bloem- 
fontein quite calmly. Such confidence have wein General Roberts, 
that successful marches and victories are now taken as matters of 





























MISUNDERSTOOD. 
Old Lady.—‘* Do you think I could take a "bus from here to St. Paul's?” 


(Consternation of Old Lady.) 


Yet, if tongues are less wild 
And enjoyment more mild, 
Not a whit less admiringly throbs 
The great national heart 
O’er the strenuous part 
Being played so astutely by ‘* Bobs.” 
Nor forget we his fine fellow-chiefs to commend, 
Nor the braves of the bold regiments 
Who have toiled for this trend—this beneficent trend— 
This superlative trend of events! 


sitter tears we must shed 
For the sacrificed dead— 
For the enemy's slain and our own ; 
Yet our heart-burnings cease 
At the vision of Peace 
And a happier epoch foreshown. 
Much good from much sorrow shall come in the end ; 
And we pity the poor puling gents 
Who rebutted the trend—madly mocked at the trend— 
Tried to hinder the trend of events ! 


Many years shall not fade 
Ere our combatants (swayed 
By a Government nobler and truer) 
Shall the dynasty hail 
Which to-day they bewail ; 
And—for betterment worsted —the Boer 
Shall before Queen Britannia gratefully bend, 
Though at present her rule he resents! 
Such, such is the trend—the desirable trend— 
The delectable trend of events ! 
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THE NEW BUDGET. 


Young Bill (in disgust).—‘ Nice thing, this ’ere tax on furrin’ cigaws, I mus’ say. 
It’s a blow ter me, Jack, I tells yer stright!” 


We'll use—well—just sufficient force 
To clear the air, 
And clear the course! ”’ 


Clearing the Course. 
FOR THE COMING RACE. 


“THe time has come to clear the 
course,’ 


‘* Well, Sir, I quite agree with you,” 
Sir Redvers Buller cried ; 
Lord Roberts gaily said :— ‘“ We've only one thing left to do, 
“While Kruger cries: ‘I've no And that’s to see the matter through, 
remorse !’ And break old Kruger’s pride. 
Steyn yells: ‘ My kingdom for a horse! ' He thinks, you know, 
And Joubert shakes his head. If he but say, 
With whirl of screw, That we must go, 
And syren’s shriek, We dare not stay ; 
We'll bustle through, But he’s mistaken, he will find, 
For, so to speak, His oar he'll fiercely grab— 
I've had enough, and some to spare, But in the wake we leave behind 
Of this confusing fuss! He's sure to catch a crab! 
To think that anyone should dare Why, from the way he “ carries on”’ 
To come obstructing us, He seems to say, he still can play 
Is quite enough to strike one dumb, Majuba Day, 
And make one tear what little hair Though all his chance has gone. 
One still may wear, He smiles and nods, he gives a wink, 
Upon one’s cran-i-um. He fancies we shall cringe and shrink, 
Why, goodness me, I never heard As Gladstone did some years ago; 
A thing so perfectly absurd, He thinks that Courtney runs our show, 
To think this foolish burgher crew And thet’s a silly thing to think. 
Should match their oars against our I fancy we should now prepare 
‘sorew ' Our way to force— 
Surprises me, upon my word. Then, with decision debonair, 
So, as we're men of some resource, We'll clear the course, 
And savoir-faire And clear the air!" 








‘‘ Well, gentlemen, I’m quite «prepared;” 
Lord Kitchener exclaimed ; 
‘His views Oom Paul has freely aired, 
I’m sure he now can well be spared, 
And nobody be blamed. 
He’s played his game, 
His game is done ; 
We've played the same, 
And we have won. 
Who thinks that such obstruction’s 
‘ fun,’ 
Can’t grumble, you'll admit, 
If into him we chance to run 
He must put up with it. 
The time has passed for argument, 
And he must see, ‘twixt you and me, 
A peaceful plea 
Is simply insolent. 
He dares to brag, he dares to boast ; 
Although he hasn’t got a ghost 
Of any chance of pulling through, 
He thinks a little ‘ gas’ will do— 
And of his bluster makes the most. 
And so your views I quite endorse, 
We'll now prepare, 
Without delay, without remorse 
To clear the air, 
And clear the course! ”’ 


‘‘We’re floundering here,’ old Joubert 
cried ; 
‘* And in a pretty mess! ”’ 
“Oh, are we?” Kruger swift replied ; 
While Steyn, half drowned, looked’ up 
and sighed : 
‘* You’re right—we are—I guess!” 
With syren’s scream, 
And brutal force 
They sternly steam, 
To clear the course. 
And, bitten by too late remorse, 
‘‘T wish I’d stopped away!” 
Cried Kruger: ‘* Oh! pray what is force 
’Gainst right? sir, anyway!” 
Said Joubert: ‘“‘ But, as Heaven knows, 
Though doubtless right is always 
might, 
Right isn’t quite 
What you, my friend, suppose! ”’ 
Said Kruger, ‘ Right’s a precious balm ; 
It arbitrates; is always calm ; 
And, though, of course, it’s often slim, 
It always sings a little hymn, 
Or softly hums some pleasant psalm.”’ 
‘““A psalm,” said Joubert, ‘will not 
scare, 
It has no force, 
And hymns are off, now they prepare 
To clear the course, 
And clear the air! ”’ 


The Loyal Crews. 
RED, WHITE, AND BLUE. 
WHEN the crews, by their strokes led, 
Strive their best to forge ahead, 
Then their faces are quite red. 


When they’re in a sorry plight, 
Near the finish of the fight, 
Then their faces are quite white. 


And it’s needless to tell you 
That their colours are the hue 
So well known to us as blue! 














Sensible. 


She.—‘‘I notice that you are always 
for Cambridge.”’ 

He.—* Yes, I never look on the dark 
side of things; I always make light of 

erything.”’ 
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CLEARING THE COURSE. 
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FOR THE COMING RACE 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 100.) 
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The Union of Hearts ; or, Shamrock, 
Sham Patriotism, and Champagne. 


_ A FARCE IN SEVERAL SPEECHES AND A FREE FIGHT. 


Scenz :—A Dining Room. 
Dramatis Persone :— 
Mr. John Redmond eenenreaeneaenee 


Mr. Edward Blake............ > Patriots Pure and Undefiled. 


Fathers Dooley and Ring ...... 
The O’ eeeeeeeeceeeeee 
The OT oeeeeeeeeeere Broth-of-a-Bhoys. 


The O'MGdQUN .occeesecceenes) 
Angus Ap Evans O’Harcourt .. A Blue-Blooded Celt. 


(Curtain rises and discovers a United Irish (Dinner) Party.) 


O’ Harcourt (sotto voce to Redmond).—“ You don’t think I shall 
be recognised, eh, Redmond ? ” 

Redmond,—* Faith, ye moight face Rosebery himself; bedad, yer 
own Party wouldn’t know ye at all, at all!” 

O’ Harcourt.—* Good! You see, 1 was naturally anxious to be 
resent this evening. Of course, if this Party really is the United 
rish Party, I think I might throw in my lot with you. I think 

my opinion carries weight, you know.” 

Redmond.— Me bhoy, your opinion is the heaviest I know 
entoirely. (Loud protests heard from lower end of table.) Now, 
bhoys, bhoys, I'll have ye know ye must behave yerselves this 
night!” 

O’ Hooligan.—-* Tare and ’ounds, and what are we here for at all, 
at all, but to show that Oirishmen are Oirishmen the wurruld 
over——”’ 

Redmond.—“* What are we here for, is it ye’d be asking? Ye 


dirty spalpeen !’’ 

O’ Hooligan.—* Spalpeen, is it, ye—— ” 

Father Doo .—-** Me dear bhoys—remimber, it’s the day of St. 
Patrick of bl mimory we'd be after cilibrating—— ”’ 


Redmond.—* True for you, father! And we also cilibrate to-noight 
the dawn of a new cintury, bedad! And looking back through the 
ps: T : Bully fo bhoy 

’Tammany.—" y for you, me < 

Redmond.—“ I say, looking back through the future, sorr, what is 
it that we see before us? We see the roisingsun of Oirish fradom, 
bejabers, sinking all our throubles in the loight of oblivion.’’ 

O’ Harcourt.—* Beautifully put. Hear! hear!” 

Redmond.—* Sorr, pv Bad talk of the ‘ Union,’ but the thrue 
union i the union of Oirish hearts in the bonds of brotherly love, 

O’Madaun.—‘Thrue for you! Since it’s Oirishmen that’s 
united the wurruld over. Sure, it’s—if Misther Blake has anything 
— against me behoind me back, Oi’ll ask him to say it to me 


Blake.—“ T don't understand me honourable frind. I niver so 
much as said a wurrd.” 

0’ Madaun.—“ But yer face is that plane—— ” 

Blake. —* Sorr!” 

O’ Madaun.—* Plane speaking; it’s wurrds that’d spoil yer con- 
versation intoirely.” 

Redmond.—*‘ Hush, me bhoy, the raporters is prisint, and me 
frind Misther Dillon, and me frind Misther Healy, if they was to 
hear ye’d be quarrelling———”’ 

O' Hooligan.—* And what for should we care for yer frind Misther 
Healy—isn't one man as oe as another, bego bps 

O’Tammany.—“ He is that, and better, and if me frind Misther 
Redmond will trid on the tail of me coat—— "” 

Blake.—‘* Me frinds——” 


O'T .—“ Sit down, ye spalpeen, sit down, it’s meself that 


” Medan» Gore, ot 
.—“ Sorr, is this the time for ructions, and disthractions, 
and roiot ? No, sorr, when our poor down-throdden counthry is 


ing, and — her tath—_—”’ 
"Blake d it’s little she has to gnash her tath on, barring the 
Pp Ld 

Father Dooley.—“ Thrue for you, Misther Blake, and it’s pace 
she wants, and rest, r sowl,” 

Redmond.—* Sure and it’s pace we're afther, begorrah. Pace 
with honour, and plenty, and what is it they offer us, sorr—war 
and taxation? Ah, gintlemin, this war it makes me heart blade.” 

O’Tammany.—‘‘ Three cheers for the Boers !"’ 


(Loud cheers, and counter cries of “ Remimber the Fusiliers,” and 


. . 1 . 9 . 7? . . ; 
t free fight, in which all heartil: 
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Redmond.—“ Sorr—me frinds—gintlemin—ye spalpeens—if ye 
don’t dhrop it, Oi’ll have the polis in. O’Hooligan—d’ye hear me, 
sorr, it’s mesilf that ’Il stand no nonsense at all, at all.” 

Father Dooley.— “‘ Me dear bhoys—Misther Redmond is speaking, 
and it’s Misther Redmond that will lead ye——.” 

Redmond.—“Gintlemin, as I said, this war makes me heart 
blade. It’s a war against a brave people, bedad, and their foighting 
for their homes, begorrah—and it’s the Oirish Fusilier that take 
their homes from ’em, bedad, more’s the pity, the Saints be 

the bottle, ye riverince, and we’ll dhrink to the Oirish 


Padies, jabers.”’ 
(Great enthusiasm.) 


Blake.—“ Gintlemin, Oi have a toast that Oi’ll ask ye to drink, 
‘ Oireland a nation !’”’ 

Redmond.—* And whoi not, begorrah! Does the future of old 
Oireland depind upon the Saxon; does it depind upon Royal 
favour ?”’ 

Blake.—“ It all depinds!” 

Redmond.—“ No, sorr, it depinds on the Oirish people, and if the 
Oirish people will be thrue to their leaders—if the Oirish people 
will be thrue to me, Oi’ll see that their grievances are all removed.” 

O’Tammany.—'* No! No! Niver!” 

Redmond.—“ And Oi say yes, yes, sorr. The gintlemin who 
would interrupt his leader is no gintleman at all, at all.” 

O’Tammany.— If me honourable frind Misther Redmond is 
spaking of me, I would ask him to stip outside, bejabers !”’ 

Father Dooley.—‘‘ These interruptions is unsamely, and if they 
continue Oi’ll ask the gintleman to lave the room with the toe of 
me brogues, bedad ! ” 

Redmond.—“ Thrue for you, Father, and Oi’ll have a hand in the 
kicking! Whin people come togither is it a toime to quarrel? Let 
them quarrel whin they are away from ’ach other and foight it out, 
bedad ! ” 

Blake.—‘‘ Faith, it’s yourself that spaking sinse, Misther 
Redmond.” 

Redmond.— Sure, and haven’t we come togither ; we who have 
been divided for years, haven’t we come togither to foight ie 

O’ Hooligan.— ** We have that—hooroo! ”’ 

Redmond.—“ To foight, sorr, for the liberties of our downthrodden 
counthry, which is crushed beneath the iron hoofs of red tape, 
begorrah, and which has risen, and has put its foot down with a 
heavy hand, bedad! ”’ 


(Loud and prolonged cheers.) 


Blake.—“ Afther the wurrds which has fallen from me frind, 
the Chairman——’”’ 

Redmond.—“ Oi haven’t finished, sorr. When we look forward 
into the past, what do we see? Our record, gintlemin, during this 
cintury has increased and multiplied. We have given to iv’ry land 
great rulers and great statesmen.” 

A Voice.—* Name! name!” 

Redmond.—“ And is it names ye are after asking for? Sure and 
ye have heard of O’Henzollern, faith he’s a broth of a bhoy entoirely, 
and it’s he can tell telegraph—then look at O’Henlohe! [Isn’t it he 
that is honoured in his own counthry bedad, and it’s Oirish people 
that = plased to see their compathriots ruling the Impires of the 
wurruld.”’ 


(Loud cheers—and a free fight at end of table.) 


O’ Madaun.—"‘ Is it me, you’d be maning Misther O’Tammany. 
Oi'd have ye to know that it’s me ancesthors was Kings whin yours 
was kaping shebeens.”’ 

O’Tammany.—‘'' Your ancesthors, Misther O’Madaun, was the 
pigs me ancesthors kept——”’ 

Father Dooley.—‘ Me dear bhoys—pace, pace! Sure ye’re both 
wrong entoirely.”’ 

Redmond.—* Gintlemin—me frind here, Misther Angus Ap Evans 
O’Harcourt, will spake a few wurrds to ye.” 

O’ Tummany.—“ Silence for Misther O’Harcourt.”’ 

O’ Harcourt.—“ Sure, and it’s meself that is plased to be spaking 
to you fwhatever-——”’ 

—‘* That’s wrong—me dear frind—— ”’ 

O’Harcourt.—“ Hoots, mon, gang awa’, would ye the noo——”’ 

Redmond (whispers).—“ You're talking Scotch.” 

O’ Harcourt.—“ Begorrah—as I was saying—it’s meself that 
would be plased to lade you anywhere entoirely.’’ 

Redmond (whispers).—‘‘ But it’s Oi that am to lade them.” 

O’ Harcourt.—* Bejabers, then, whoi did ye ask me?” 

Redmond.—“*Whoi, Oi thought ye’d follow.” 

O’ Harcourt.—** Ye’d ask me to follow—me——” 

O’ Hooligan.—‘ Spake up there, bedad, we can’t hear a warrd, at 
all, at all.” 

O" Harcourt.— Sure, me frinds, it’s me frind and cousin, the 

lane, a me and see yer, begorrah—and it Dies 
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that’ll be over thin, and it’s shamrock that ye’ll be able to wear all 
the year round, and it’s meself that’ll be plased to——” 

O’Tammany.—“ And who is this gintleman ?” 

Redmond.—“ Sure, it’s a frind of me own.” 

O’Tammany.—‘‘ And is it your frinds that come here and talk 
trason to Oireland, bedad ?”’ 

Redmond.—*“ It’s meself that’ll show ye the door, Misther 
O’Tammany.” Sr 

O Tammany.—“ And who is it gives yer the money for yer Land 
Lagues, and yer Spakers, and yer Programmes? Isn’t it the 
American dollar? Bedad——” 

Blake.—‘‘ Sit down, sorr! Me frind, Misther Redmond, 
roight.” 

ll Then, sorr, I protest; and O’ill take Misther 
Redmond by the neck, and O’ill——” 

Redmond.—‘“‘ Ye will, ye spalpeen, will ye?” 


(The lights are turned out—free fight—and— 
(CURTAIN. ] 




















Waftings from the Wings. 


Tue Globe Theatre is alive again with merriment, under Mr. 
Richard Lambart’s management, who has produced Miss Clo 
Graves’ two-act farce, entitled Nurse. Opinions are divided as to 
the nature of the permeating principle thereof. Undoubtedly 
many meanings can be given to the dialogue and deportment 
respectively, asis the case with the majority of so-called up-to-date 
farce. I fancy Miss Clo Graves is skitting the modern “ nurse,” 
who looks so nice and ornamentel in her drab-coloured dress, relieved 
with muslin apron, cufis, and cap. Whether she is useful in suck 
delectable get-up is quite anothsr matter. And the medical pro- 
fession likewise comes in for a share of satire. Altogether, 
the farce is an amusing bit of buffoonery, performed 
in a batchelor’s flat, situate somewhere in the locality 
of Piccadilly. There appear to be an extraordinary number 
of means of ingress, egress, and regress to this flat. Farce 
invariably depends for existence upon liberal ways and means, and 
modern flat construction evidently favours farce in this respect, 
Reginald Fastnet is a vigorous hypochondriac, youthful and amorous, 
His nurse, Dorothy, rules the flat and its occupant to the disgust 
of his valet Sims and his pals, Planker and Kekewich, and finally 
matries her patient. There is a continuous struggle for supremacy, 
and much laughter is caused thereby. Mr. Sydney Brough is 
the quondam invalid; Mr. Mark Kinghorne’s easy style 
of impersonation is always observable. Whether as waiter, 
butler, or valet he is most faithful to his employer, and his 
Sims seems better than ever. Mr. Alfred Maltby’s make-up as 
Doctor Hopper is quite in accord with reality. Miss Ethel Clinton 
looks well as Mrs. Walker Wilson, and she has very little else to do. 
The monopolising nurse, Dorothy, has an excellent exponent in Miss 
Lottie Venne, whose vivacity is overwhelming. She is, as the title 
infers, the Ded ex machina. Nurse will gain a plenitude of 
admirers so long as she holds the boards. The preceding little one 
act play, A Broken Halo, by Charles Thursby, is well conceived. 
The struggles of an artist who has abandoned the church are 
embittered with the disappointment of an unfaithful sweetheart, 
who abandons him for the specious promises of another. Mr. 
Oswald Yorke and Miss Sitgreaves do full justice to their respective 
parts, 


Countess Russell's appearance at the Tivoli has been so successful 
that the directors have arranged for an extension of that lady’s 
engagement. Her singing of the patriotic song, “‘ Bravo, Volun- 
teers,”’ continues to be received with much favour. The programme 
also includes Fannie Leslie, Vesta Victoria, Frank Lawton (of the 
Belle of New York Company), Albert Christian (in the new 
version of “‘ Wearing o’ the Green;” by Harold Begbie), T. E. 
Dunville, Peggy Pride, and many other attractions. 


The Alhambra’s latest novelty is the motor car expert, Mr. 
Coles, whose performance, which consists of marvellous exam of 
intricate driving, includes the act of propelling his car up and down 
a flight of stairs, and should prove very interesting to the members 
of the Auto-Mobile Club. 
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Boat Race Query. 


Ir a crew is “all to pieces,” can they “pull themselves 
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sogether”’ again ? 
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The Empire Triumphant. 
LORD ROBERTS VICTORIOUS. 


‘“‘ By help of God, and bravery of our troops 

O’er Bloemfontein the British flag now flies ’’; 
Proclaiming equal rights for all white men ; 

In our great heart, the Orange Free State lies. 


Advancing swift our gallant General French 
Sent forth an ultimatum to the town, 

‘‘ Avoid bombardment, with its evils dire, 
Surrender to Lord Roberts of renown’”’! 


From highest kopje near, could then be seen, 
Our splendid forces marching o’er the plain, 

Slow, rolling onward as some mighty wave 
Resistless ; with colossal transport train. 


An gir ny eu oo now takes place, 
e g burghers offer up the 
To our Gautama with poiteot be 
Whose courteous greeting vastly seem’d to please. 


With grand rejoicings—to his great surprise— 
Lo pen ie enters in triumphant State, ’ 
Receiving great ovation, warm, ‘ | 
Love’s cordial glance, in lieu of t sow ot hate. 


eee Empire now hoist— 

A a touch most edhe <a ron 

Uncover'd, thousands sing, as with one voice, 
Our noble anthem, may God‘save the Queen! 


Jd. H. Oaxrmy. 
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ANNEXATION IN A FREE STATE. 


Old Party (just up from the Country). 
Indeed, an’ didn’t I just think they were a terrible meddling lot. 
Didn't they have enough at Fashoda, I wonder?” 


“Dearie me! just fancy, the French at 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fon’s”” WasHERWwoman. 


Ir Mafeking ain’t releaved I’ll eat my 
new spring bonnet, an’ I don’t fancy 
that that “little bit off the top’? woud 
suit my digester orgins. We are now 
gatherin’ together our forces for the larst 
act of the tragedy, an’ as is only right 
an’ propper, the villins of the peace— 
the villins who woud ’ave war instead of 
peace—will meet with their desserts, wich, 
though I dessay they’ll find ’ard to 
swaller, is only the frwits of their con- 
duct, speshully the Orange Free State, 
wich ’ad no manner of right to interfere 
at all, ’an if they do ap-peel for lenient 
treatment they ort to ’ave no quarter 
given ‘em, so to say; there’s no use 
doin’ things by halves. The whole war 
has fair given me the “‘ pip.” 

Personally, I ’opes the bill to prevent 
publicans servin’ children under the age 
of 16 with intoxikatin’ lickers will pass. 
It’s all very well to say that if their 
elders want drink they will get it wether 
they send their children to fetch it or not; 
there’s another side to the questshun, an’ 
it’s this: Children sometimes ’ears lang- 
widge in public-’ouses wot ain’t fit fora 
porky-pine’s ears; besides, they takes 
sips out of the jugs an’ bottles, until the 
taste for it sometimes develops into a 
cravin’. ‘I’m down on drink!” as the 
temperance leckturer sed wen ’e slipped 
on ’is back an’ broke a quarten bottle of 
wiskey in is coat-tail pocket. 

The pro-Boers carn’t show their ugly 
snouts anywhere without gettin’ their 
‘* nose put out of joint.” Isee that Mr. 
Cron(je) wright—or —Schreiner 
refused to attend a meetin’ in Croydon. 
I bet Scarborough gave ’im fits; ‘e 
beleaves in the ** back-door ”’ policy. 

Mr. John Dillon, M.P., ort to be 
ashamed of hisself. Jist wen’a kindlier 
feelin’ is springin’ up between England 
an’ Ireland, ’e does ’is best, with ’is 
treasonabel langwidge, to stir up all the 
bad blood; but, thank ’eaving! our 
Queen ’as more influence than ’im; she’s 
found ’er way to Erin’s ’eart, an’ there 
she will stay. If St. Patrick ’ad been 
alive 'e woud ’ave turned Dillon out of 
Ireland. 

That Act so as shop assistants can sit 
down don’t seem to be actin’ as it ort in 
some quarters. I reads there are 
employers who, if their assistants do sit 
down, dismiss ‘em at the first oppor- 
tunity. These employers ort to be ‘sat 
upon” ’eavily, an’ made to understand 
that they'll ’ave to obey the law. 
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ANDERSON ’?’S 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

TAN GLOSS, or 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY. LONDON. 
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